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><pXstrong>Chapter One <strong> 

Life isn't fair, that's something you learn pretty quickly. 



_The first time_ was when I was seven, when my mother decided to move 
in with the man she had been dating for six months, far away from my 
sleepy little village home, to the big city where I was bullied by 
him, his children, and the other children at school. For a while I 
had wondered what I had done wrong to deserve this, because mum had 
always told me that if you had done bad things you're supposed to be 
punished for it. 

I couldn't think of what I had done to deserve this. 

Of course, like any child that loved and trusted their mother, I told 
my mum what was happening and asked what I had done to deserve being 
treated like I was a bad person. I didn't get an actual answer, she 
got this strange look on her face, as if she wasn't sure whether to 
be sorry for me, or to be angry. 

"Stop lying Rae, they haven't done anything wrong." She eventually 
said after asking whether what happened was true to HIS children, and 
my little sister who hesitated before joining the others and lied. 

I tried several more times to get some help and support from her but 
it didn't work, I would just be called a liar, and sent to my room 
without anything to eat for daring to lie "straight to their 
face" . 

I stopped trying after a while, not just to get help and support from 
my so-called "family" but also my school work, and my friends. I hid 
in the IT room during lunch, and if I couldn't hide there, I hid in 
the library and read. Boy did I read, by nine I had a vocabulary 
similar to a fifteen year old, although no-one ever knew since I 
barely spoke. Speaking just drew the attention of bullies, and when 
my grades slipped and I continued to remain silent and "broken", the 
bullying reduced a lot although it never entirely went away. 

The only respect I got from my peers had to do with my artistic 
skills, since art was considered worthless they never felt the need 
to be jealous. 

Of course, the school contacted my family who were furious that my 
grades continued to get worse. There was also a meeting held in the 
school to try an intimidate me into doing better. At the time, I had 
no control over my life and I hated the people who had that control 
over me, as if I was some sort of doll rather than a human being with 
wants, needs, and a personality of their own. 

So when they asked why I stopped trying, I said; "I want to die." Of 
course, that set off a few alarm bells, and when they asked why, I 
described the bullying both in and out of school. I described how I 
felt, and how what I know those people are doing are wrong because in 
Disney's "Hunchback of Notre Dame" Esmeralda was good and had a happy 
ending, and she didn't do all the stuff the bullies did. 

Mother was silent throughout the entire meeting, and I could tell 
that she was angry even though she pretended to care. She was using a 
mask, like I was, to hide how she truly felt. 


"The Hunchback of Notre Dame" went missing the next day, and I got my 
first slap from HIM. 



_That ' s the second time I realised life wasn't fair._ 

Nothing changed, despite everyone knowing why. I had wondered why 
that was for a little while, and then it hit me. I was like 
Quasimodo, and those people, both family and not, were the villains 
who were trying to ruin my happy ending. That was the first time I 
truly felt that great, empowering rage. 

I was angry about everything that had happened, I had done nothing to 
deserve being treated like dirt! But what could I do about it? The 
only things I had control in was how much effort I put into my 
studies and grades, and how much I ate. I had no control of anything 
else; not how much I wanted to sleep, not what I wanted to wear, not 
what toys I was allowed to have, not what movies I wanted to watch, 
abso-fucking-lutely nothing else. 

So I took advantage of that. I refused to eat anything that wasn't 
pizza, plain old pasta and cheese, chocolate, cheese sandwiches, or 
roasted chicken and potatoes. It infuriated them, and it made me feel 
better. I lost weight very quickly, of course, I looked like a 
walking skeleton, and people started to notice and ask 
questions . 

So, in an effort to make sure I don't die and make them look bad, HE 
allowed mum to put chocolate bars in my lunch box, and put in plenty 
of cheese sandwiches too. It was a small victory really, but it made 
me feel better because I finally had a bit more control of my own 
lif e ! 

I also found another way to have some control of my life; I refused 
to clean or tidy my room. In the chaos only I could ever find 
anything, all my valuable belongings were hidden in a small 
compartment I had cut into the cloth attachment of my bed frame. All 
the dolls, books, and anything of mine I bought myself with pocket 
money from my grandparents, and uncles, was kept there safe and away 
from my mum's and HIS prying eyes. 

I also hid in there whenever I noticed HE or mum were unhappy, or 
whenever my sister or HIS children threatening to lie about me doing 
something 'bad'. They never found me, and I wouldn't come out until 
they all went to bed where I would sneak downstairs for a drink and a 
snack before I would crawl into bed for a restless sleep. 

As the years went by, and I joined secondry school, I kept my mask up 
of a rebellious brat and refused to show any weakness. When mum 
eventually figured out that I had started buying my own clothes, and 
that the ones she bought me (with exception of pants, socks, and 
shoes) weren't being used, she threw a fit but finally conceded and 
let me finally chose my own clothing. I was one step closer to 
feeling human and having my own identity. 

I mostly wore plain dark clothing, even in summer, to give her the 
metaphorical middle finger. 

Time wore on, and I eventually moved in with my father when I was 
fourteen. I was allowed to eat what I wanted there, and I didn't have 
to be afraid of him hitting me. All I had to do was agree with 
everthing he said, which was easy with how he treated me like a human 
being instead of a doll. Well, not full-time like mum and HE 
did . 



However, it didn't last because eventually, I started to see that he 
was worse than mum and HIM in many ways. He lied to me, it turned out 
that he had stolen money from mum in order to spend on alcohol, and 
presents impressing women who he used for their money, and left them 
once they no longer had any money to give him. 

My mum and HIM were assholes, but at least they didn't steal from 
other people (with the exceptions of my rights to be treated like a 
human being and not some kind of unwanted house pet) . My dad was also 
getting into debt, and if I didn't leave I would join him in being 
homeless, and as much as my parents were selfish and cruel, as least 
I didn't have to fear starvation, or being raped like I would if I 
was forced onto the streets. 

_That was the third time I knew life wasn't fair._ 

So I moved back in with my mum and HIM when I turned eighteen, and 
the emotional abuse continued where it left of. I tried more 
education outside of school but I couldn't concentrate, I was far to 
scared and stressed about my home life to do so. I didn't try to get 
help, since when have adults ever listened to me or tried to actually 
help me? Never. 

A year later and I got a job, it was only a weekend job as a kitchen 
assistant but it was better than nothing. HE didn't think so. He 
treated me even worse, I was earning A£200 a month and A£150 had to 
go towards rent, despite there being no contract stating that I had 
to. I had enough for toiletries and to pay for my mobile phone bill 
ever month, but I didn't have enough to eat. 

Mum let me eat for free, although HE wasn't happy about it. They, as 
well as my spiteful little brat of a sister, and HIS children, 
continuously mocked me for not being able to find better 
employment . 

During that time I met my first love, Chris. He had long red hair, 
and he was the only person who noticed and CARED that I was 
suffering, he wanted to heal me. I wasn't sure if he could, but I let 
him try. 

I ended up having seizures from the stress of the relationship and 
the way my family treated me. I lost my job, and I ended up losing 
Chris as well. I couldn't be what he wanted me to be; someone who 
would wait for him and be emotionally open 24/7, and he couldn't be 
who I wanted him to be; someone who would just listen and hold me 
when I cried. 

After I lost my job, I stayed in the local library everyday it was 
open, all day. I would search for jobs on there, and I would spend 
hours reading. I couldn't stomach being at home for any longer, I 
wouldn't come back until 8pm most days, and by then both mum and HIM 
were too exhausted to put up much of a fuss beyound the occasional 
insult . 

I lost so much weight during that time, until I was skin and bones 
once again. 


My life stayed like this until I secured a few jobs with a company 
that helped adults with disabilities, austim, and/or mental health 



issues. I was twenty-one at the time. I struggled to get more than 
two days of work per week, but it definitely paid a lot better than 
my last jobs. Then we moved to a small village outside of 
Weston-Supermare, and in less than a year of that. 

I was twenty-two, and the new years wasn't long gone when HE told me 
that I had until my twenty-third birthday to find somewhere else to 
go, or I would be thrown out. I had known it was coming, of course, 
and that even if I asked mum for support, she would do fuck all like 
she always had done. 

She because a different person when she moved in with HIM. 

I had enough, there was no way that I would be able to find enough 
work to support living on my own, or to find a place I could afford 
by September. So, I sold everything I had of value, with the 
exception of a notebook, my phone, and a week's worth of clothing. 
Almost all my earned money that month was sent to my grandparents' 
account for them to use as part of their retirement. 

I spent that week working, and using the money from my sold items to 
gorge myself on my favourite takeaways, and I went out to see those 
movies that I had been dying to see. Once the Friday was over, I 
wrote out my entire life story and posted it off to the local police 
station. On the Saturday I located HIS gun, the pistol with the tiny 
bullets . 

I walked up behind him when he was busy playing on the xbox, pressed 
the gun to the back of his head, and shot him. Brain matter and blood 
sprayed out of his forehead, it soaked the carpet and the ugly rug 
that mum had bought some years earlier. Once that deed was done, I 
placed the gun to my temple, the last thing I heard before I fired 
that last shot was my mum screaming in horror. 

**BANG ! ** 


_The was the fourth, and final time it took for me to realise that my 
life was unfair. _ 
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><p>Jane Roberts had no idea what went wrong, why had her eldest 
daughter done everything in her power to ruin her life? First of all, 
she had refused to just realise that life wasn't fair and to just get 
over how her fiance treated her. She deserved some happiness after 
Rae ' s dad, her ex-husband, cheated on her and constantly spread 
rumours and accused her of all the things HE had done ! <p> 

She deserved to have some happiness, and damn anyone who tried to get 
in the way of that ! 

She continued to fume in the back of the police car as she was taken 
away, her youngest daughter, Elizabeth, was strangely calm about what 
was happening. She was frowning, of course, but she didn't appear... 
upset at all, more like resigned and disgruntled. 

She's Elizabeth's mother! Didn't she deserve some sort of sympathy 
from the young woman she had practically raised by herself? It's not 
like her father could actually be bothered, and her dearest Andy, her 
fiance, wasn't obliged to do anything to help her daughters! 



It was all Rae ' s fault, the stupid girl just could never let anything 
go, and to leave that diary full of lies! The girl was lucky she was 
dead or . . . 


The anger drained out of Jane at the reminder that her eldest 
daughter was dead, having autism messed the poor girl up and lead her 
to this. _'I knew I should have kept more control of her, then she 
would never have done anything so stupid as to kill 
herself ! 

Meanwhile, the policewoman in the back seat with the dead victim's 
mother, noticed the varying emotions cross the older woman's face and 
felt no pity. How could she pity anyone who allowed their own 
children to be abused and neglected just to further their own needs 
and wants? 

The policewoman sighed, and looked back to the house, where the 
youngest daughter watched the car leave forelornly, and she made a 
mental note to get in touch with a support worker to give the 
traumatised young woman some help to find somewhere to live, and to 
find a therapist for her. 

Despite the younger being the favourite of the two siblings, 
according to the diary, there was still potential neglect and abuse 
that she could have been put through, and the trauma left to fester 
for years . 

They didn't need this disaster happening for a second time. 
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><p>Rae Roberts died 29th January 2016, at twenty-two years 
old . <p> 

Thanks to her death, new laws were created to protect autistic 
children and young adults from abuse, and better screening options 
put into schools. 

It became an international media sensation. 

One of Rae ' s few friends, a japanese pen pal of hers, heard the 
report of her death on the radio. He also heard about what she went 
through, and every day he would pray for her soul. He regretted not 
telling her that he had a crush on her when he had the chance . 

Life just isn't fair. 
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><p>Metarut surA« Mei knew something wasn't quite right with her 
child, as she grew. While not nessicarily bad, Mei knew that her 
child was different. Mei was one of the few left in her clan, the 
clan with the metal element, and she knew that everyone was going to 
be looking to her and her new child to see whether their kekkei 
genkai would live on or not . <p> 

Mei was dying, and she wanted to make sure that her child would be 
alright when she was gone. A hard birth had ruined her body, and she 
was given an estimation of only a couple years to four until she 



died . 


Her little Michi would definitely be alright, Mei could see hints of 
a genius in her light grey eyes, eyes so much like her own. Going to 
Orochimaru for help with that new bone marrow technique to create her 
own child without a man was a move of pure genius on her part, 
although she was glad that the man was gone, for now. 

Such a man would never have left her precious little Michi alone if 
she showed signs of their kekkei genkai, and Michi definitely showed 
the signs. Whenever little Michi was frustrated, anything metal, or 
even metalic, would start to tremble, and she can make small metal 
objects, like spoons and needles, come to her at her summons, and 
banish them away. 

Although, due to Michi ' s age, she couldn't do much but Mei could see 
that her precious daughter was truly a prodigy, and was on record the 
youngest to display her bloodline. However, she wanted Michi to have 
a childhood, so she made sure that her will made mention of how she 
wanted her daughter to be able to graduate the academy at her own 
pace . 

The only way to make sure her daughter had even a little bit of 
freedom was for her to become a ninja. 

Mei, of course, had made sure to sign a contract to allowed her DNA 
to be harvested and to see if anymore children could be recreated 
like her dear Michi had been. Konoha needed strength, as did the 
dying member of her clan, or what was left of the shinobi branch of 
it. However, Michi needed SOMETHING of a childhood, and this was the 
best way to make sure everyone got what they wanted. 

Mei had spent her life making everyone else happy, and she knew she 
would continue to do so until death was ready to take her into the 
dark once again. She didn't mind. 
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><p>I didn't expect death to be so peaceful, or warm, or comforting. 

I felt like I was floating underwater, I couldn't breath yet I didn't 
feel like I was dying or in pain. I was distantly surprised that I 
felt anything at all, really. <p> 

I had expected it to be the end, and to simply not exist anymore when 
I took that bullet to the head. Yet that wasn't what happened, warmth 
and comfort were not something I was expecting. 

Hell seemed a more likely thing to happen, second to 
non-existance . 

Whatever was happening wasn't bad, just... not what I expected. 

For what felt like was a small eternity, I simply floated in this 
warm space. It gradually became smaller, and smaller, or I just 
became bigger. Then, one day, the walls in my little space started to 
squeeze, and cramp around me. It was one of the most uncomfortable 
things I had ever experienced, with the exception of what came 
next . 


The next thing I knew, I was sliding through what felt like some kind 



of fleshy tube, and then I was moving through the air and cradled in 
large, fleshy hand-like... things. I was smacked, and I screeched for 
what felt like the first time in a small eternity. My lungs burned 
after not breathing for so long. 

Before I knew what was happening, I had been bathed, waddled up in 
blankets like a cacoon, and handled to a woman. I couldn't see much, 
my eyesight without my glasses was awful but I could see mahogany red 
hair, and unnaturally pale skin. 

...then her boob was shoved into my mouth, and liquid seeped into my 
mouth . 

It took me a bit longer than I was comfortable with admitting, to 
figure out what was going on. Big people, cramped spaces and being 
pushed through a tube, and having gigantic boobs that leak warm 
liquid shoved into my mouth? 

No, hell no! 

I'm not going through this shit again! 

Why me? 

_Why is it always me?_ 


End 
f ile . 



